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: CRICKET AT THE MILDEWERIES. 
oS To put it mildly, Poor Pa intends to weigh in heavily for sport and pastime this year, and he has taken the recently-arrived Australian cricketers \ 
under his own especial patronage. As a sort of preliminary canter, the other day he invited the genial Cornstalks to meet sundry members of ‘ The 
Family? in a friendly game of cricket in the yrounds attached to the Mildeweries. Unfortunately, our garden space is rather limited, and, instead of ‘4 
harmony predominatiny, discord prevailed, most of the visitors departing in disgust, leaviny Papa and the Twins in a very dejected condition.” —Tootsir. 5 
THE SCIENCE OF HORSEWHIPPING. ‘“SMIONEY MOSES.” 
—~— 
In 1839, Emanuel, otherwise “ Moncy Moses,” kept the 
Black Lion public-house in Vinegar Yard, Drury Lane. In (4 
March, 1840, he was transported for fourteen years for , 
receiving stolen gold dust. Lab 
He was well known as one of the most daring and success- | 
ful “fences” or reccivers of stolen goods in the metropolis. ut 
The ramifications of his business extended to every species ‘ 
of roguery existing in London. His conviction produced pay 
un amazing consternation among his associates. We read oe / 
that “during the period of Moses’s imprisonment in New- j 
gate, a striking change took place in his appearance. Origi- ” 
nally exhibiting upon his person all the signs of indulgent 
living. his continement reduced him to the shadow of his 
former self ; and there were to be heard amongst his friends j 


at the time of his receivit.s sentence, regrets for his faded ( 
aspect, and apprehension: that the voyage to Australie 

would complete the wors which the air of a prison had 

commenced,” 

The great gold dust robbery, valued at £1600, took place h 
on March 25, 1839.) The boxes containing it were landed at { 
the wharf of the Dublin Steam Packet Company that morn- 
ing, and inthe afternoon aman, whose name was afterwards 
ascertained to be Moss, drove up in a hackney coach, pre- 

the precious consignment 


jag The scoundrel" hisod Blinker, She said that, Amd he at onee proceeded to carry his frightful “T tell you,” Blinker said afterwards, “it's the sented certain eta and carries ; 
eee Til Luvecwhitp the villain Within ap iuch of threat inte execntion, dealing ute his victim a — simplest thing in the world to horsewhip a man— away. A few hours later an authorised agent of the con- 
vl punishment luug te be remembered. providing the fellow ts reasonable enowyh to let you.” signees arrived at the counting-house and demanded them, 
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proving at the same time that the previous application wasa fraud. 
As the loss would fall upon the Steam Packet Company, the 
greatest consternation prevailed among the employés. 

One of these, Lewin Caspar, a clerk, had promised to take care 
of the boxes, and had exhibited great anxiety about them, but on 
the arrival of the messenger, he at once delivered them to him, 
although he had previously expressed some fears lest the papers 
he brought should not be genuine documents. 

When the robbery was discovered he “affected great consterna. 
tion and alacrity, and proceeded at once to give a description of 
the person by whom the boxes had been obtained ; but he so 
falsified the account which he delivered, that but for the fact of his 
having been seen and observed by other servants in the warehouse, 
who correctly described his person, all clue to Moss's identity must 
have been lost.” A : 

The police lost no time in finding the coach in which Moss had 
tuken the boxes away, and another into which he had removed 
them in Cheapside, and after infinite trouble they traced the thief 
tu his home, but found that he had absconded just in time, leaving 
his furniture behind. Here they learnt that the gold dust boxes 
had been emptied and destroyed. It was also discovered that Moses 
had, for some days previous to the robbery, been in close commu- 
nication with the clerk, Caspar, and Caspar's father, who were 
taken into custody, and Moss, upon an understanding that he 
should be admitted in evidence against the prisoners, surrendered 

j Litnself into custody. : : 

w} Next a highly respectable gold refiner, of 58 Strand, Henry 
Solomons by name, was placed in the dock, and he, in his turn, 
rounded on ** Money Moses” and * Money Moses’s” daughter Alice. 

it would seem from the evidence that the Caspars swindled 
Moss, Moses swindled the Caspars, Solomons swindled Moses, and 
Alice also swindled her father. - 

} There was a busy day at Solomons’ shop. Moses sent Alice there, 
and she and Solomons entered the melting-room, which was on the 
ground-tivor at the back of the house. He puta crucible on the 
furnace, und she produced from her bosom and other parts of her 
dress a large quantity of gold. He melted it, and then placed it in 
skillets, in which he took it into the shop and weighed it, There 
were 102 ounces. He was much agitated, and, seeing this, Alice 
tcok his hand and swore u Hebrew oath that she would never dis- 
close what she knew. He paid her £35v in notes and gold. 

In about three-quarters of an hour she brought more. She sub- 
sequently went and came six times, producing gold upon each 
occasion. He had to send to the City for money, and at length had 
to give an 1.0.U. for £1307, still owing. He also paid her £13 for 
some gold she produced, and which she said were the shakings of 
Sel bag. This £13, by the way, she said nothing about to her 
father. 

Solomons, cross-examined, owned that he had madea large profit 
on the transaction, and that he had refused to meet his 1.0.U. 

In the end Solomons and Alice got off with light punishments, 
but the elder Caspar and “Money Moses” were transporied for 
fourteen years, the younger Caspar for seven, 

« * * * e e 
OME NOOS, 

the faits iss agens uss bois, 

no wun wont taik onn to that 4 sov with the ole inn itt. 

we av add parsels made upp at all the shopps triin to parse itt. 


* * * * * * 
o lor, weer innaole. we av been inna shopp we ev visit befor. 
thy want our blud. 
(Newt week,“ The Ricer Tyne Murder.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS, 


——— 

*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped envelope jaye enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Sorry, GWEN, we can't assist you. T.H.0.. you're very kind. 
We don't know the case you speak of, EMMA E., But never mind, 
First of April was the day,GEORGE. Your riddles can't be used, 
L.S. Try again, ANGELIC MAIDEN. No, H. H., we cannot guess. 
Not so bad, F. P, but stupid. Wait a littic longer, FRED. It 
would take up too much space, ALF. Much too sketchy, X.Y.Z. 
Mra, S. enjoyed your letter, LottiE, But ‘twas rather short. 
Glad you liked the number, BERTIE. Nonsense, MAY, it’s splendid 
aport, Alerandry feels it keenly, FRANK, But wait a little while, 

‘crees come to hand, Sin Harry, Jiut they are not quite our style. 
Yea, it's rather ateig Saucy. 7ry another plan, M.A. Glad 
you think so, LITTLE WILLIE; Hope to sce you here some day. 

—— 
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BIGHT OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


y £150 


Will be paid to the next-nf-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy. or Girl 
(Railway S:rvants on duty I oeolig who shall happen to mect 
with his or her death ina Railway Accident, in uny part of 
the United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of 
“ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY” ie ound upon the Deceased at 
the time of the Accident. “ ALLY SLOPER’s HALY-HOLIDAY ” is 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Wednesday after- 
noon at 1 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that time, 
expiring at 1 o'clock the following Wednesday afternoon, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
—— 
Daughter. Young Pebblebeach has becn paying me a great deal 
‘ of attention lately. 
Father. Wumph! Has he? It’s the first time I've heard of his 
paring anybody anything. eo 
s 


Editor (slowly). Your story. sir, is hardly suitable to 1 magazine, 
but. in my opinion, it would make the must excellent—— 
Young Author (eagerly). Yes, yes. 
Lditor (calmly). Paperlights. Good day. 
7 


* 
LET eportsmen chase the fox and hare, 
Of such delights I'm carcless ; 
Let me pursue the dainty fair, 
And hunt the winsoma heiress. 


v«@ 


. 
Jones, What is your opinion of that young artist to whom we 
were intreduced last week ! 
Smith, What, young Palette?) Well, he certainly isn't up to 
much at enh but he appears to be wedded to his art. 
Jones. Humph! If that’s the case, I should think that Art would 
have very good grounds for a divorce. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 472.—The “ May " Costume. 


in 


\ 
ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES. 
Wapitigers. 


OFF GATTERSEA, 


Arriet. Say, Chorley, is this the sea ? 


“Bin in tLe wars, Moike?” *Yus, | 
we had a faction foight yesterday, and 
the furrst of the bhoys that came at mc 
wasa shillaly as thick as my arm.” 


ry a 


Chorley, Yes, in course, Battersea, 


Nervous Amateur. Let us climb to 
other flies—1 mean, let us fly to other 
climes ! 


(Saturday, May 18, 1893. 


Jones ( little upset). I'm not such a fool as I look, you know, 
Friend lovnedii@eer¥): I should hope not. 

sr epodsy gry). What do you mean? . 

Friend (confused). 1 mean I shouldn't think that you were. 
Jones (wild) 


dash ! 
Friend. Oh, bother, I mean—I don't mean !—oh, hang it all: 
you know whatI mean. *,* 


Ellie. My dear girl, I hear Charlie Fancyman proposed to yor, 
last night. Let me congratulate you. What a lucky girl you are 

Bessie, But I've refused him, Ellie. 

Ellie. Refused him! Why, good gracious! whatever for? He’. 
awfully rich, and so good-looking. : 

Bessie. Yes, 1 know all that, dear, but he likes his meat vere 
nnderdone, and I can’t eat a morsel unless it's browned up well, 
and we should quarrel like anything about it, I know. 


s 
WITH porters doctors should agrec, 
Though you may think it strange ; 
But it’s a fact, for, don't you see, 
Both oft advise a change. 


. 
Friend. How's your son getting on now, Mr. Buller—the one | 
always said would push his way in the world? 
Buller, Oh! he’s out in the Colonies now, doing it with a load 
of bricks and wheelbarrow. *\* 


The Home-Taught Young Lady's First Music Lesson, 
Pupil, Tum, tum, tum, tum. (Pedal.) Tum, tum, tum, tum. 
Professor. Pardon me, young lady, but will you kindly try and 

remember that this instrument is a piano, and not a typewriter? 

s* 


* 
Seribbler, Hallo, old man! has your famous drama been actei 
ret? 
Amateur Dramatist (with excessive dignity), Acted! No, sir, 
it has not. 
Scribbler, Oh! I heard that it had been played. 
Amateur Dramatist. Yes, sir, it has been played—played the 
devil with—but not been acted. 
ss 


* 
Brown. But do you not approve of Shakespeare, sir? 
The Inflated Stiggins. No, sir, I do not. 
_ Bronwen, What objection have you to the character of Hamict, 


sir? 
The Inflated Stiggins. Every objection, sir. He patronised stace 
plays, sir. Is not that sufficient? 
s 


s 
Fred. How did they treat you down at grandmother's place? 
Charlie. Oh! they were all most kind to me. 
Fred, Almost kind! Why, they were quite kind to me when | 
went to see them. ee 


& 
First Pretty Dear. How is it, I wonder, that—that Helen Smith 
has become so fashionable lately? 
Second Pretty Dear. Why, the artful thing has gone to live at an 


American boarding-house, and has learned the Yankee twang. 
ss 


s 
Jack. How awfully pes you look, Charlie! You look as thouch 
you hadn't a drop of blood in your ly. fe 

Charlie. Yes, 1 feel weak. I must leave off shaving myself, I 
think. os 


Jones, What sort of man is Bounder ? 

Smith. Oh, he isn't up to much. We look down upon him 
awfully at Hammersmith. 

Jones. Indeed! Then he must be an outsider. 


es 
THOUGH an aéronaut be not a person at whom 
The bolts of misfortune are hurled, 
He can hardly expect to go through his career 
Without “coming down in the world.” 


* 
Mr. Bruter. Mrs. Jamer always gives her husband a hot supper 
madam, J 
Firs. Bruter. So would I if he was my husband, dear fellow. 
oo Lela then the music played. 


Penhecker, That wife of mine is enough to drive a fellow mad! 
I wish I was a Turk. 

Friend. What for? 

Penhecker. Then I could have two. 

Friend, But if one is so bad, surely two would be unendurable. 

Penhecker, Not a bit of it. Don't you sce, they'd quarrel with 
one another then, instead of nagging me. 

ae 


= 
Goodman. Well, my man, has the wheel of fortune turned your 
way yet? 
Old Soldier, Fortune never wheels in my direction, sir; it's 
always right about face the other way. 


s 
Sub- Editor. I notice you havea way, when talking to contribu- 
tors, of opening that drawer and seeming to look for something. 
Editor. Yes; that is to give me time to think, 
Sub-Editor, Oh, I see! Whether the MSS. is worth taking or 


not. 
Lditor. Oh, no! usually for some good excuse for refusing it. 
2 * 


Doctor. What's the matter ? 

De Dude. Such an awful headache, don'tcherknow ! 

Doctor, Ah! you've evidently been trying tothink. You mustn't 
tax your brain in that way, or I won't be answerable for the con- 
sequences, ae 

s 


She (sobbing). B-b-but wh-wh-when you m-m-married me, you 
per-per-promised I should n-n-never want for a per-per-penny. 
__ de. That's all right ; but this isn't a penny you're asking for— 
it’s a five-pound note, ae 
s 


Eloquent Orator, Man was originally created free—— 
One of Audience (interrupting). Yes; and then woman was 
created, and man has never been free since. 
s 


a 
__ “EVERYTHING in this world depends upon circumstances. For 
instance, the assignee and official receiver in a big bankruptcy case 
do not look upon the business in the same light as the principal 
creditor.”—Sloper's Moral Philosophy. 
* 


= 
DID men peruse the papers that 
Most suited to them be, 
Astrologers would read the Star 
And drunkards the D.7. 
* 2 


7 s 
Visitor, W hy, my dear, what's the matter with your bedroo::: 
wall paper? It's damaged all over in the most shocking manner. 
Mrs. Lushington, It’s dreadful, dear ; but, you see, when L. get- 
one of his extra bad attacks, he takes the roses of the pattern for 
large-sized spiders, and rushes about the room trying to kill thet 
with a poker. ne 
s 


Little Miss Gushington, Oh, yes, Captain Loungerman, I always 
lovk upon military men with awe; it must need such a lot of 
courage to be a soldier. By-the-by, have you ever smelt powder : 
the Captain, Qh, dear, yes, Miss Gushington, violet, don'tcher- 
snow, : 
_ Fittle Miss Gushington. Now, don't be foolish, Captain—I] mes 
inanengagement. 

The Captain. Certainly I have—my engagement to Letty Lotter 
east. She used to put it on in tons. 


. What the—how the—who the—— Blank, blank, 


of 


Saturday, May 18, 1893.) 


TOOTSIE AT THE TROC. 


— 


| soMETIMES (behind my fan) listen to the Dook Snook's prattle 
of “Fast Life,” old and new. 


have occasionally to tap him with 
the fan if he approaches too 
closely the line dividing strict 
decorum from the other thing ; 
but there is much of interest in 
his reminiscences, and perhaps 
a slight blending of romance. 

His recollections (he was a 
youth then) date back to Tom 
Cribb's crib at_the corner of 
Panton Street, Haymarket, and 
Tom Belcher’s at the Castle 
tavern in Holborn. A slim, 
asthmatic, sinall-featured, res- 
pectable-looking man, in blue 
cont, drab breeches and jockey 
boots was old Tom when the 
Dook Snook saw him. 

Ottley’s in Henrietta Street, 
Covent Garden, celebrated for 
its stout and Burton and its 
waiter, William; Mrs. H.'s 
osster-shop opposite the box 
entrance of Drury Lane Theatre ; 
the Finish, on the south side of 
Covent Garden, half way be- 
tween Southampton Street and 
the Hummums, are among _ his 
early recollections; and, later 
on, the Coal Hole down the 
court by the side of Terry's 
Theatre, where Lord Chief 
Baron Nicholson held his mimic 
court; and the Cyder Cellar 
in Maiden Lane, where 
sung his grim ballad of Sam Hall; and Evans's in Covent Garden ; 
ee Paddy Green's “ How are you, dear boy? How’s your dear 
father?” the Blue Posts in the Haymarket; Scott's Kate Hamil- 
ton’s, and Bob Croft's. 

Of the dancing-rooms has he also much to say, when he was 
young and curlier, Of the Portland Rooms in Foley Place, where 
Mr. Henry held his seirées dansantes beloved by the ballet ; of 
Laurent’s Casino in the Adelaide Gallery; the Holborn Casino, 
which was a ballroom in the winter and a bath in the summer 
(it is now the Holborn Restaurant. 1 wonder whether any of the 
members of the old band still play there!) ; Jessop’s, now the 
Echo office (what echoes must still linger thereabout !), Cauld- 
well's in Dean Street, the eagerpont and the Argyll Rooms. 

What have all these haunts of gaiety 
been turned into? and what has be- 
come of the erstwhile reveilers, the 
eile Suftiela on yd And 
the bright eyes and red lips, the grace- 
ful forms, light steps and giddy 
laughter? All gone, all hushed and 
silent, and the amours de cing minutes 
how long ago forgotten ? 

I was the other evening at what 
was once the Argyll, but now the 
Trocadero, over which the genial 
Adams beams radiantly. Rumour has 
it that the worthy Sam is shortly to 
retire from the proprietorship of the 
establishment over whose fortunes he 
has so long presided; but as he will 
still hold the reins of management for 
2 year or two, the patrons of the 
Tove. may still be sure that the en- 
terlainment will be kept up to its 
present high standard. Not far off 
stands the lofty Pavilion, throwing its 
shadow yet not obscuring its lesser 
rival. The Old Argyll, the Dook 
Snook tells me, always had a 
band, and, under the direction of 
Mr, Lenaker, there is a good band 
still, A good company is also here. 
Charles Vincent gives his “ Dear Old 
Scotch” (a parody on _— Albert 
Chevalier’s “Battle Horse”) and 
meets with warm applause. La Petite 
Amoros does some remarkably clever 
feats upon the trapeze. 

T he Fletchers come out strong in their skating turn, and there is 
much real good farcical fun. Lester King sings ame (ond baritone 
songs. Ryland and Golden have a funny show. Lily Wilford sings 
and dances very nicely. T. E. Dunville scores well with his highly- 
popular songs, “ Bunk-a-doodle-I-do" and “Accidents.” The 
eee eee with their military manceuvres call forth screams of 
vuehter, 

the Tiller Troupe of nimble maidens flirt the skirt and high 
kick admirably.“ A melodrama in ten minutes” is a very laugh- 
uble item, and R. H. Douglas an extremely humorous comedian. 
Vesta Victoria is, as usual, victorious both in sung and dance. 

Then there is Little Tich, at once the smallest and one of the 
greatest of music-hall stars. The Dook Snook says, he, when 


One of the Fletchers, 


Miss Lily Wilford. 


gazing on Tich, has always wondered whose memory his face 
recalled. 


He has found it out now. It is the celebrated Fred 
Robzon, an actor whose mantle has fallen on 
no other shoulders, who played burlesque as it 
will never be played ogsin. 

Frankie Milton is, I believe, no relation of 
the Milton who knew so much about Paradise 
and wrote Moll Flanders’ epitaph ; but still, 
nevertheless, sings and dances very prettily. 
Tom Woottwell sings of the sailor and the 
commercial traveller with good effect. The 
commercial, by the way, has lately been com- 
penne that the commercial-rooms at the 

otels are not, as of yore, held sacred by the 
uncommercial traveller. I observed lately, 
when travelling with a show in the provinces, 
that the bagsman was, by hotel keepers in the 
North, looked upon asa little god, whilst the 
merry or somctimes mournful mummer had the 
cold shoulder served up to him quite liberally. 

But to go back to the Troc. Marvelle’s 
comaaee wonderfully well trained. Rezeni and 
Robini are first-rate acrobatic drolla, and the 
Mitsutas do some equilibristic work very 
neatly. As for Dan Leno, he just tears down the 
roof with his Midnight March and Japanese and 
soldier songs. I am told that Dan Leno and 
Little Tich live next door to each other u 
Clapham way, and are bosom friends, What 
should like to see would be them playing to- 
_ inalittlesketch. Here isan opportunity 
‘or some eoterpenins manager to make a big 
sensation for the summer months, when some- 
thing startling is required to draw the great 
B. P. from the cool and breezy suburbs into 
the heated air of our entertainment halls. 
Fancy these two irresistible drolls ina sketch 
written to enable each to display his quips 
: and cranks to advantage. Not a Drury Lane 
pantomime where neither has a fair chance. There is a brave show 
nee at the Troc.—somcthing worth going to see. Go, and say 

sent you 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY:. 


SOFT SOAP. 

“Yes, Charlie, of course I'll be yours—that is, if dear mamma 
will give her consent—though—though, I'm afraid, Charlie, that 
she's inclined to ‘cut up rusty,’ as you put it.” 

* And why, my own?” 

“Well, to be plain with you, Charlie, for two reasons. First, 
she doesn’t seem able to make up her mind to part with me; 
secondlr, she doesn't somehow cotton to you. Of course, with 
your powers of persuasion——" 

ier f ho more, my darling! leave it all to me—I haven't repre- 
sented Bonepulp, Alkali and Co., of Rotherhithe, these six years 
for nothing—leave it to me.” 

* * * J . e 

“And pray, Mr. McRooster,” said Angelina's mamma, very 
frigidly, “ what may your object be in seeking this interview?” 

* Madam !—nay, turn not away, I will cut it short—(and thick ! ) 
lam over head and ears in love with your daughter. I wish to 
marry her. But—lend me your ear—a little more to the left— 
thanks, awfully !—but, as I was saying, 1 would not have sought 
to make her mine if I had not been thoroughly convinced of her 
auniability and meeknvss of disposition, and the sterling worth of 
her character, which indeed are equal to the charms of her 
person—and that's cracking her up somewhat—eh? But, to return 
to our mutton. How have I arrived at this conclusion! Simply, 
my dear madam, by closely observing her estimable mother— 
yourself. in fact! I wiil explain: 

“ You are doubtless aware that the mother-in-law has long been 
made the target for the arrows of satire and ridicule. In some 
cases she has been juetly served—in the majority, however, she has 
been deeply wronged. To become the champion of the slandered 
mother-in-law has long been my highest ambition. But I could 
not be her champion unless I had a mother-in-law of my own. It 
would be said of me, ‘ Bah! he’s theorising. Wait till he’s hooked, 
and she’s gota mcther. Give him rope; give him time!’ 

“I could not stand this. Not me. Laneruined to get one—right 
off the reel, if necessary ; but the getting of a mother-in-law involved 
the getting of a wife, and here arose a schlemozzle. You see, 1 
wanted a perfect mother-in-law, to enable me to carry out my pur- 
pose; then I thought, while I was about it, I'd better have a per- 
Sect wite, too. Could I get both? Was such a thing possible? 
Had it ever been done? Madam, I'd have bet anybody a litter of 
blind pups to a Mexican diamond mine that it couldn't be done, 
when, dash iny sister's aunt's tortoise-shell cat! J did the double 
event. I saw and fell in love with your daughter, who made me 
acquainted with you. I admired her beauty. I studied your char- 
acter, and, as the noble qualities of your mind revealed themselves, 
I marked in hers their exact reproduction. ‘In these two,’ said I 
to myself, ‘1 find the perfect wife and mother-in-law.’ I have 
overt the heart of the one, and have come to ask the consent of 

e other. 

“Upon my word, sir,” replied Angelina's mamma, Sa have 
argued your case so well that I can neg reply in the affirmative, 
and give my daughter a perfect husband and myself a perfect son- 

elaw. Bless you, my children! bless you!” 


WHITSUNTIDE DRESSES. 

For a nunber of weeks before Whitsuntide sands 
Is the dressinaker much to be pitied. 

To her house every hour come fair ladies in bands 
To give orders or else to be “ fitted.” 

And a special command that her robe she must get 
Ere Whit Sunday each aay expresses. 

Oh, the dressmaker's heart doth diurnally fret 
O’er the making of Whitsuntide dresses, 


When all ladies but she have surceased from their tuil 
And are peacefully sleeping and dreaming, 

Lo! the dressmaker sits by the middle-night oil, 
Conscientiously scheming and seaming. 

If two hours of repose she can snatch through the night, 
Her exceeding good fortune she blesses. 

Oh, the dressmaker's face waxes pallid and white 
Through the making of Whitsuntide dresses ! 


Fora number of weeks before Whitsuntide lands 
Very sad isa once-merry stripling ; 

By the hedgerows he mopes or disconsolate stands 
Where the stream is most dolefully rippling. 

Fora time the beloved of his soul may not g 
His fond eyes or receive his caresses, 

Oh, the dressmaker's sweetheart goes moodily mad 
Through the making of Whitsuntide dresses ! 


——————-————_ 


ANOTHER HEART BROKEN AT BRIGHTON. 

*Is that you, dear?” 

Darkness had closed in some hours before on “the front,” and 
only a few visitors remained sitting in the basket chairs upon the 
steps of the Metropole. We have said it was a dark night—it was 
not so murky, however, as to quite obscure the fair form of the 
maiden who had said these words—and what could be discerned 
of her was certainly calculated to enslave the susceptible. The 
tall, military young fellow, the sound of whose footfall upon the 
mat, and the clanking of metal as he deposited his key—in accord- 
ance with the legend stamped upon the bronze label attached to 
it—in “the bureau,” had given rise to the maiden’s query, stole 
gently up behind the basket chair. 

“Is that you, dear?” , 

“Great heavens!” he muttered to himself, as he drew back for 
an instant, and narrowly escaped falling through the window of 
the tobacco stall—* great heavens! how I love her!" 

“Ts that you, dear? It's lovely out here in the moonlight—ask 
the porter to get you another chair, Charlie, dear.” 

Why does he start, and, turning upce his heel, make for the 
darkest corner in the conservatory! Why? 

Why, because he isn’t “Charlie” — he's Sere though 
Rosie Evangeline has given herself away horribly, that one fell 
work has beroken his terusting he-arrt ! 


NEVER SATISFIED! 

BEYOND all question of doubt Maude had married the hand- 
somest man in town. If you will take the trouble to turn up 
Ouida's description—(three whole pages)—of the Honourable 
Bertie, and malty by three you will just hit it. As is generally 
the case, there was not one girl amongst all Maude’s young lady 
friends who did not forthwith give her a full account of his early 
flirtations, what he had said to them, and how they each could 
have had him if they had cared to, but didn’t, use they 
“ wouldn’t think of confiding the happiness of their lives to a con- 
firmed flirt,” and so on ad lib.—which is a Latin phrase, and means 
that they kept right on at it. 

But Maude jes perverse ; she had given her heart—more 
than that, she had actually gone the length of ordering her gloves 
—and so she gave her hand: they were wedded. few short, 
sweet weeks elapsed, and oue of her old girl friends came to see her. 

“Oh, Maude, my darling, I am so charmed to see you.” 

“ And I you, dear. Are you quite well, dear?” 

ie Raita, audie, quite. And are you happy—very, very happy?” 

“Well, totell you the truth, Doris, I am not.” 

“ Ah! well, now, you know, we all said you wouldn't be. I'm 
sure you were warned enough—weren't you? But, there, it’s no use 
crying over spilt milk ; of course, you'll see your solicitors and try 
and get a divorce?” 

“Well, Idon't know. If this goes on——" 

“Oh, reconciliation? Well, well, men are always a little incon- 
sistent, you know, and the best husband will stay out late occa- 
sionally, and tell his poor little wife the most terrible tarradiddles, 
just like——” : 

“Ah, but Plantagenet docsn't—that’s just it. He's so devoted 
that he won't go out of my sight long enough for me to burn my 
old love letters! You see—” 

But Doris had swooned away in the costly Sevres coal-box, 
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THE DAUGHTER OF THE REGIMENT. 


—~— 


OTHER parents she had never known, for she was only a tin 
bibs when, just after Mars le Tour. the advance picket had found 
her calmly sleep- 
ing outside the 
blackened ruin of 
what had been 
her home — not 
far from the life. 
less forms of a 
man and woman. 
From that day 
she had belonged; 
tothe regiment. : 
They taught 
her to march, 
smoke tabac 4a 
caperal and & 
swear; and no 
sooner was she 
able to do the 
first, than she 
followed _ their 
regiment in the 
smart uniform of 
a vivandiere, and 
no queen was 
ever prouder of 
her crown than 
was she of her 
Bee? 
Many were the 
stories they had \ 
to tell of her. . 
How at Tonkin, 
when the old 
colonel fell mor- 
tally wounded, she crawled on all ifours under the heavy fire, 
moistened his lips with cin ordinaire, ki his brow an 
received his dyin blessing. How in Dahomey, when the 
regiment, sur iscd by a superior force of natives, seemed on the 
verge of panic, she, seizing the tricolour from the hands of a 
sous-licutenant who had been shot down, herself rushed to the 
front ; and how the regiment then forgot that it was outnumbered 
and swept down the foe as the sickle the grain. . 
When the colonel fell his place was taken by Major Delgarde. 
Bel Belgarde the ladies called him. 
They returned to Marseilles. It was then that Bel Belgarde 
obtained leave of absence. The night before he left for Paris, he 
stroked the brown curls of the Daughter of the Regiment, and 
said, caressingly: “ Petite, when | return 1 shall bring you one 
more to love and befriend.” 
She said no word, but she wondered why at Tonkin or Dahomey 
some _ friendly 
bullet had not 
found a billet in 
her bosom. 
After awhile, 
Relgarde re- 
turned, bringing 
with him 
Madame la Colv- 
nelle. In the 
colonel’s quarters 
madame received 
most graciously 
her husband's 
officers. 
But when the 
oungest — sews. 
jeutenant had 
passed her benign 
inspection, — she 
put up her lorg- 
nette with an icy 
air and asked 
severely : 

“ What is that?” 

“That,” anid 
Belgarde, ns he 

led forward the 
for once shy 
vivandiére, “ia 
the Daughter of 
the Regiment.” 

If Madame was 
at all impressed, 
it was not favourably, and soon afterwards she informed her 
husband that the regiment could dispense with its daughter. 

“Impossible!” he replied ; strengthening Madame’s determina- 
tion that the impossible should paler. : 

But just then orders came for the immediate departure of the 
regiment to Algiers, and Madame and her maids were so occupied 
with filling innumerable trunks and dress-baskets that Petite was 
forgotten awhile. But Petite heard things, and she so loved the 
regiment, that sooner than it should be riven with dissension 
through her. she determined to steal away. as 

Once again her departure was postponed—this time by the 
cholera. The colonel was stricken down, and his wife repacked 
her portmanteau, feeling that Algiers was no place for her. | 

The old adjutant said, “M. le Colonel is dangerously ill. Ie 
requires & nurse—a woman. You will of course go to him? 

“What! and perhaps take the cholera myself?) You jest. Tam 
returning to dear 
Paris.” 

“After all,” 
snid theadjutant, 
swallowing an 
oath, “ perhaps it 
is best. As you 
say, this is no 
place for—such as 


you. 
While her 
carriage wheels 
creaked away, the 
Daughter of the 
Regiment 
plucked hissleeve 
and whispered : 
“Let me go to 
him.” “Ah, 
Petite!” hecried, 
kissing her on 
both cheeks, and 
together they 
went to battle 
with the Angel 
of feecosi or their 
colonel’s life. Pap z= 
And they won, | .i7 25> ¢ 
But just as Bel- Fee 2 
garde was re- 
covering, she 
took the malady 
through which 
night and day 
she had nursed him. And soon after her coffin was wrapped 
in the tricolor that she cherished; the regiment, with arms 
reversed, following the daughter who had loved it so well. 


Herself rushed to the front. 


“What is that ? 


—7 
oa 


To battle with the Angel of Death. 


er 


» Mat, why doant you shake hands wid the 
ae 
ire, Mick, because its Lands are dirthy with 


° 


: TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


No. 286.—MIS8 ANNI Hayes.’ ~ 


© Here I declare my burning passion |" 


(1) The Ladies of the Parish have lati the thing 


& Mise Sloper will he delioh'ed to receive photographs from those 
) of her sriends whose portraits hace not yet been inserted. 


{ “TL live but for thy ghvlsome smiles, and treasure every one!” 
The Dook Snook, 


—Lord Bob. 
—The Hon, Billy. 


\ \ Fa 
IE B/i 
| 
\ Ff 
' “ Nought can excel thy queenly grace !” 
7 f 
i DM a | 
' “iN " 
4) 


on tothe Eljer. “Ye better marry 
mc, McNab, or it's @ breach o° promise case,” 


He. Do you know that fellow ? 
She. Yes; he always takes his hat off to me. 
He. Does he? He generally takes his COAT off to me. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE 


“Aa l, my dear Sir John,” said A. SLOPER, “am also a veteran in the fields of oil, 
water, and black-and-white, although I candidly acknowledge your superiority "—“Oh, 
Mr. SLOVER, you are too modest!” “Not at all, not at all, Sir John !—the Loni 
Mayor and Court of Aldermen, therefore, are perfectly right in desiring me to offer 
to you on their behalf their sincere and heartfelt thanks for the priceless gift of 
your grand pictures to the Corporation of London. And, now, my dear Sir John, | 
must bey of you not to be jealous.” “Jealous, Mr. SLOVER!" “Yes; the fact is 
that your splendid generosity has fired me with the desire to emulate you. 1, tov, 
Possess a few masterpicces, which it has been the desire of my life should grace the 
Art Gallery here (the interview took place in the Guildhall) and they shall!" “My 
excelleut Mr. SLOPER, your hand! TI am delighted to know that my example wiil 
be followed by so great a man in the art world as yourself.” “Those words from the 
English Vandyke in draughtmanship, and Reubens in colour, are grateful and coin- 
forting. And now I will request Messrs. Gog 


McNAB 


and Magog (here the giants stepped 


TORTURED. 


“Por contemplation he, and valour form'd; 
“ For softuew she, aud swect attractive grace.” 


INTERVIEWED BY A_ SLOPER.—Sir JOHN GILBERT, R.A. 


(2) “ Promise be frizzled !" roared the Elder, as bis foot elippeJ. 


[Saturday May 13, 1893, 


r 


“Since I have civen representations 
of the serpentine dance in public, the 
curate has asked to be rel ased from 
his engagement nnd the vicar's wife 
has cut me deu."—Autract froin 


—MILTON, Letter of Young Lady. 


Mani nhaane 


am 


AStove ss 
—— 


down from their elevate] position) to submit for your approval one or two specimens 
[ brought on in the four-wheeler: the bulk will follow per Pickford.——(1) Ahem! 
‘Fair St. Sloper,’ one of my earliest works." “Fine, Mr. SLOVEK!" “Thank you, 
Sie John.”"—-(2) “*Sir Lance-a-lot Sloper. This is considered by connoisseurs 

S. “Undonbtedly !——(3) and that is *The Kuight E:rant, 1 presume?” 
y, Sir Jolin—the Slopers were ever a chivalrous famil —(4) and here 
we have *Cardinal Sloper ou his way to Westminster County C 2" You have 
painted in that summons with remarkable fidelity, Mr. SLOV ER. 
opnortunitics of studying that article of still life in all its branclics. But, gentlemen,” 
ud the Eminent turned to Messrs. Gog and Magog, “the shy dore, if you please, 
(5) “A portrait of myself!" cried Sir Jolin, smiling with pleasure; “au admirable 
piece of work, bunt I do not recognise the master hand.” * “Tis painted by my daugh- 
ter Tootsie, Sir John, and will take the cake—I mean place of honour in the collec- 
tion ; but the City Fathers await to present thee with the Freedom of the City. Oome,!” 


(3) “Cum back, ye shameless heetbin.” Bunt the Eller made the best 
time on record. 
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Saturday, May 18, 1893.) ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


a a ‘ Y, | 
se , A é o~ \ “Raei rao’ . or-thke Roodee ! { 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 

Here youare, my festive rollickera, I have prepared a few delicacies this week which will make Australian Banks are failing fast—Let's hope the crisis now is past :—This exhibition no doubt 
your mouths water like an April shower and your eyes shine likea May sun. On we go:—The is For amatcurs most splendid biz :—Across the Roodee—what a race! Here they come, boys— 
vpening of Chicago's show Took place about a week ago:—The Guards their swordsmanship splendid pace! — Good old Imperial Institute! Although it was A. SLOPER'S ambition to 
isplay—Such feats are not scen every day:—Bump feeling is a paying sport, And, what is morc, reside at the opening ceremony, he willingly gave way to the Queen, who he considered was the 
tis easily taught: —Depict I here our gracious Queen, the centre of a splendid scene:— _ only other distinguished personage most fitted for the honour——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 

CiTY NEWS. ; 
\ Weal 


“T cannot tell how the truth may be; ~ > yy 3 
f ‘ 4 Al, Wi Rm & 7 } 
‘ d O Unele Josh, The great thing the picture lacks, my bey, is 
4 by erecution. 
J Artist. Execution? It's been hung in the Academy, drawn by 


Tsay the (adi as ‘twas said to me.” 
—Seolt (with a aifference), 
me, and guartered by the critica, What more do you wuut ? 


Jie if 
rabiay 


Z 
zk 


TOO LITERAL BY HALF. 


Limping Tourist, Er—how far might the train be from here ? 
Facetious Slop, ‘Tout twenty mile, by the rute 1 se her yo 


| throngh the stashon just now. 


“Louk sharp, gnv‘nor, If yer want to sneere, I've got other 
enstomera waiting.” The article as advertired. 


hie 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


= 
£150 INSURANCE PAID. 
We have just paid, in accordance with the terms of ‘Aly 


Sloper’s Railway Accident Life Insurance,” the sum of £150 to 


Mrs. Perty, 115 
» Oxford Avenue, 
Southampton, that 
lady being ~~ the 
widow and next-of- 
~ kin of Mr. John 
Petty, who, on 
Wednesday night, 
April 5, met with 
an accident which 
resulted in his 
death, at Bishop- 
stoke (sometimes 
called Eastleigh) 
Station, on the Lon- 
don and South 
Western Railway. 


THE following is 
a brief account of 
the sad occur- 
rence:—On_ the 
evening named, Mr. 
Petty was travelling 
home from Ply- 
mouth. He changed 

: at Bishopstoke, and 
in hurrying to catch the Southampton train, it is supposed he was 
knocked down by the carriages in motion, Anyway, about a 
(juarter past ten, he was found insensible on the platform, by Rail- 
way Inspector George Chandler. The injuries he received resulted 
in his death soon after. A copy of “ALLY SLOPER’s HALF- 
Hourpay,” dated April 1, was found in his great-coat pocket at the 
time of the accident. a 

s 


THE opening of the Chicago Exhibition was well worthy of 
Uncle Sam's reputation for records. The Exhibition was opened 
by the President of the United States touching an electric button. 
The vast machinery on the grounds was started in like manner, 
and the orchestra and crowds assembled united in giving the 
Hallelujah Chorus. Altogether it must have been a heart-stirring 
sight, and will long live in the memories of those present on the 
occasion, *\* 


THE early summer has this year clothed the lovely reaches of the 
Thames in verdant beauty long before the usual time, and now the 
river is enlivened , 
by the myriad of 
boats which glide 
over its waters. 
Not for many a 
year have lovers 
of boating had 
such a Ceres 
spring, and it can 
be said that the 
have taken full 
advantage of their 
opportunities. It 
is especially no- 
table that rowing 
and sculling, like 
other outdoor 
sports, seems to j 
be tinding in- 
creased favour 
with the fair sex. 
‘Take a trip up 
river any day, and 
see how often a 
boat is being pro- 
pelled skilfully by 
a lady sculler, and 
steered carefully 
nlso, though the 
latter accomplish- 
ment is rather 
more rare than : 
the former. The girls of the “ Friv.” are especially proficient in the 
art of sculling. ee 

s 


THE Elder McNab is very anxious to be retained as Highland 
representative of Larke! but “The Ball's Pond Banditti” have 
intimated their intention of coopering him up if he comes any- 
where near the “* Bandits’ Lair.” For the present, therefore, McNab 
will keep at a fairly respectful distance. 1t is considered best for all. 


* 

AFTER three weeks of hard work, the Eminent has at length 
received one halfpenny towards his Hull Dockers’ Strike Fund. 
This is at least encouraging. The receipt of another halfpenny will 
enable him to purchase a penny stamp, by the assistance of 
which he will be enabled to write to his Hull friends announcing 
the success of his subscription list, 


THERE appears to be considerable interest concerning the 
appearance and the date of the first performance of the celebrated 
Italian trage- 
1! SIGNORA dienne, Sig- 
it nora Eleo- 
nora Duse, so 
it may be of 
interest tothe 
ublic to 
now that, 
owing to her 
enormous 
success in 
Ameri she 
has decided 
to stop there 
one week 
longer, say 
a ai 
the eerie 
Theatre, 
under the 
ement 
of M r. H. 
Sedger, on 
Tuesday, 
— the 


-known 


9 9 
which so 
many famous 
actresses have 
made their 
début. Her 
repertoire consists of Dirercons, Adrienne Lecowvreur, Anthony 
and Cleopatra, Jristi Amort, Fedora, Camille, Fernande, Doll's 
House (Nora), La Locandiera, Francillon, La Femme de Claude, 
Vergini, Frou-Frou, Cavalleria Rusticana, Odette, all o' 
which plays will be represented during the season. The receipts 
for four performances at Boston recently reached the enormous 
total of £5000, so doubtless her appearance in London will prove 
one of the attractions of the coming season. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY:. 


DURING one of A. SLOPER's periodical visits to the East End, 
the thought struck him that he might do many things worse than 
yatronise the Cambridge Music 
dall. No sooner was the thought 
conceived than it was carried out, 
and before ten minutes had trans- 
pired, the Ancient One found him- 
self revelling in an entertainment 
ce worthy any of the best class 
West End music-halls. The Cain- 
bridge management's sole desire 
seems to be to amuse their patrons, 
and in this they succeed to a most 
wonderful extent. That crowded 
houses are the rule is not surprising. 
Mr. Will Riley is to be congratulated 
on the success of, his catering. 


of Merit” upon CEcIL Howarp 
because he yearly compiles “ Dram- 
atic Notes*—a_strengthener to the 
bulrarks of theatrical literature, 
without which, no study of Thalia 
is complete, ‘“¥eyther,” chortled 
the two-lovely-blue-eyed Alex- 
andry, “there ain't no mistake about 
your bein’ sober to-day ; Cecil 'Oward 
is a werry old pal o' mine, ‘cos why? 
Why, ‘cos he never saysa hunkind 
thing o’ hauther or hactor, an’ when 
he ‘as to, dang my buttons if he don't turn it topsyturvy-like into 
acompliment. And blest if his 'andsome, kindly, genial face hasn’t 
often saved the wrecking of a bally piece.” ‘My boy,” said he of 
the Bulbous-Nose, “you're all right and there's no bad taste in 
your mouth.” And with that he fairly knocked Alexandry off his 
chump. The action was symbolical—it showed his state of mind 
—he agreed with his son—although his son doesn't agree with him. 
ss 


THE suggestion that Iky Moses should write a financial column 
for Larks! each week has caused a panic in the City. Luckily the 
job is not fixed up yet. 6 

s 


Copy1NG Captain Boyton's example, A. SLOPER has recent! 
taken to water. The result is that he is now confined to his a’ 
and the doctor has knocked him off water for the next eighteen 
months. Water never did suit the Eminent—not even with 
“ Unsweetened.” ee 

2 


THE epidemic of Ulsteria from which Belfast has recently been 
suffering has at length subsided, and that without any serious 
damage resulting. 

At one time it mee 


seemed that mob 
law would prevail 
in the infected 


1  § 
——slpeurast ' Ny 


Manipal RIOTS 


districts, but | =e 
pee gocneels | s 

ave prevailed, ENED) 
and at the time Chante. 
of writing Belfast (om 


is as quiet and ty 
orderly as any 
other portion of 
Her Majesty's 
domain. Whether 
civil war will 
eventually ensue 
As a conse- 
quence of the 
fessing of the 
ome Rule Bill 
it is difficult to 
surmise; but, in 
any case, the 
authorities would 
do well to hold 
themselves in 
readiness. _ Civil 
war is the blood. 
jest of all con- 


the United 
Kingdom may steer clear of it must be the sincere wish of all real 
Britons. oe 

s 


ALways an admirer of the popular pastime of ais | the Hon. 
Billy has recently purchased a second-hand American Su ky for 3}. 
Anyone who has a spare gee-gee in their possession, and will for- 
ward it, post paid, to “The Sloperies,” will receive Billy's warmest 
thanks and blessing. Mr. F. Cathcart please note. 

se 


s 
THE Dook Snook's offer to contribute some Society chit-chat of 
a libellous nature to Zarks! has been graciously declined by the 
Editor. Thank goodness ! *\* 


ALLy’s pal, Charlie Collette, F.0.8., will visit Guernsey next 
week, and wake up the islanders with his entertainment. By the 
way, Charlie performed the opening ceremony at the New Assembly 
Rooms, Sunbury, Her Majesty the Queen being similarly engaged 
the same day at the Imperial Institute. The clashing of these two 
pret was inevitable, and the Friend of Man is pleased to 
earn that the relations between the Guelph and Collette families 
are in no way strained. *,° 


Visirors to London must often be struck at the sight which 
meets their gaze when a piano-organ settles down in a quiet street 
leading from one of ny 
the main thorough- 
fares of the metropo- 
lis. No sooner does 
one of the custodians 
of the instrument 
(for there are gene- 
rally two) commence 
to rattle off a lively, 
swinging tune, than 
the roadway is filled 
with children dan- 
cing together in the 
most approved 
de uatre  atyle. 
Whet! , - not the 
or, inders pro- 
vide the nimble 
dancers is uncertain, 
but true it is that 
the improvised open- 
air let seems to 
bring grist to their 
mill, Crowds will 
often stand and 
watch the gyrations 
of the almost shoe- 
less urchins, evi- 
dently amused, to no small extent, at the sight, whilst those in 
charge of the piano-organ lose no time in soliciting coppers from 
the bystanders. 


(Saturday, May 18, 1893, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING 20TH Mary, 1898, 
ee 


14th May, 1858.—The, Stamford mpi a of this date has 
the following record: “ Buried Alive — A rich manufacturer, 
named Oppelt, died about fifteen years since at Reichenberg, i; 
Austria, anda vault was built in the cemetery for the reception of 
the body by his widow and children. The widow died about a 
month ago, and was taken to the same tomb; but when it wa: 
opened for that purpose, the coffin of her husband was found open 
and empty, and the skeleton of the deceased discov in a corner 
of the vault ina sitting posture. A commission was appointed by 
the authorities to examine into the affair, when the ve their 
opinion that M. Oppelt was only in a trance when b' and that 
on coming to life he had forced open the coffin.” 


15th May, 1702.—Under this date, Wade says: “In their 
convivial hours, the Tories drank to the health of Sorrel, meaning 
the horse that fell with the late King (William III.) ; and under 
the appellation of the Little Gentleman in Velvet, toasted the mole 
that raised the hill over which the horse stumbled. As the horse 
had formerly belonged to Sir John Fenwick, they insinuated that 
William's fate was a judgment upon him for his cruelty to that 
gentleman.” On the 26th February, 1702, the King, when riding 
from Kensington towards Hampton Court. was thrown from his 
horse and broke his collar-bone. He died on the 8th of March. 


a la SRA SE ES SL EL ED 

16th May, 1810.—Of James Hardy Vaux, who was tran:. 
ported for robbery this day to Botany Bay, this story is told. Having 
made the acquaintance of a groom who was leading to exercise in 
Hyde Park a remarkably handsome horse, for which his master 
had given £120, he exhibited the animal to some gentlemen with 
whom he was slightly acquainted, and offered to rate it for 12) 
guineas—six chances of £20 each, he and the winner to contribu 
five guineas each towards a dinner, The gentlemen retired to 1 
tavern, the stakes were deposited and the dice thrown. Tle 
winner and Vaux then started for the stable, but nv sooner hail 
they reached the street, than the thief said: “I am exceedingiy 
sorry to inform you that the horse is not mine; it was only an 
expedient I used to raise the wind. There, sir, is your money back 
again ; and there’s the five guineas for your contribution towards 
the dinner. All the other gentlemen are satistied they lost th'- 
money fairly ; by having yours returned you are not injured. |i 
you betray me you will only be laughed at; but by keeping th 
secret you will lay me under an obligation.” 


17th May, 1817.—Mr. Samue? Jessop died this day at Heck. 
ington, aged sixty-five. In twenty-one years (from 1791 to Is1i) 
the deceased took 226,934 pills, supplied by a respectable apotlie. 
cary at Bottesford, which is at the rate of 10,506 pills a year, or 2) 
pills each day ; but as the patient began with a muderate appetite. 
and increased it as he p' led, in the last tive years precedin, 
1816, he took the pills at the rate of 78 a day, and in the year Isli 
he swallowed not less than 51.590. 


EE a 

18th May, 1828.—‘“ One day this week,” says a newspaper «i 
this date, “a barn on Fishbourne Green was ferretted, when t! 
astonishing number of 310 rats, chietly full grown, was destroy: 
within two hours.” 


19th May, 1839.—The foreign correspondent of a Loni: 

per of this date says: “The enthusiasm in Vienna for Mail. 
Taglioni has reached such a pitch, that on her return from 0), 
theatre at her last appearance, a crowd of her admirers unyoi 
the horses from her carriage and drew her in triumph to her hoi: 


Ace pede i i nie ae ais Soe ae : 

20th May, 1606.—Drake, in his “ History of York,” says te 
John Leyton, groom to King James I., rode between London 2! 
York in one day for six days together. He set out from Aldersz si 
on ane mane date, and performed the journey each day betor 
was dark. 


A FALLACIOUS PROVERB. 


OF all the proverbs e’er you heard, 
I'm most of all perplexed 

By that whereby it’s been averred 
That “cleanliness is next 

To Godliness.” For really I've 
Ta’en notice every Spring 

That, when for cleanliness we strive, 
All Godliness takes wing. 


What time Spring Cleaning cores, }a)a 
Gives vent to many an oath ; 

And, though so kind of heart, mamma 
Grows sour and stern and wroth. 

Slow on their tasks the servants jog, 
And weep and scow! and pout ; 

The erstwhile friendly cat and dog 
Each other's eyes scratch out. 


The morning chapter's left unread, 
Unprayed the prayer sublime, 
And Virtue hides her anguished head, 
Because it's cleaning time. 
For which good reasons I confess 

That very much I’m vexed 
Whene'er I hear that cleanliness 
To Godliness is next. 


et 


CELEBRATING A BIRTHDAY. 


THE fifth of May was little Bill’s birthday, and, as soon as be 
had finished his breakfast and wi his hand surreptitiously upo" 
the hanging portion ef the tablecloth, his mamma, with more gov 
nature than wisdom, said, “In order that you may enjoy your 
birthday, Willie, you may have your own way in everything to-day. 
Go wherever you like, so long as you don't go beyond the village. 
and thoroughly enjoy yourself.” 

And Billie went. . 

First of all, he got down to the school gates in time to intercept 
his boon chum, little Mickie Mudpinzon, and he said : 6 

“Mickie, you'll ‘ave to play wag to-day, and help me do somefiu. 

“All right,” said Mickie, handing his books to another village 
scholar to sneak into his locker, ‘ How shall we start?” 

“Well, 1 was thinkin’ coming along, it wouldn't be a bad start 
to get that can of gunpowder that my Uncle Jim brought back 
from Braysted last Saturday, and blow up Mias Klatter'’s gree? 
house. Then hal ay one-and-eightpence : couldn't we wake UP 
old Missis McGinnis’ calf with a packet of fireworks on its parr 


tive? 
“Lor’, Billie, what a ‘ead you've got!” exclaimed Mike. “/ 
shouldn't have thought of so much fun in a week?” 
° * * ° e ° 
Just about lunch-time, good Doctor Suture, and Billie’s mam™': 
and the s n and the chemist from the next village, are gather 
round a little bedside and a sofa, busily at work over Billie 1" 
little Mickie—setting a bone here, sewing up a gash there. 1" 
bandaging and poulticing more or lesseverywhere. Miss Klatters 
greenhouse is a hopeless wreck, and Mrs, McGinnis’ calf, w!' 
was shot by a gamekeeper, who thought it had gone off its bovis 
chump, has just breathed its last 3; and,as the gunpowder can ¢22° 
down in the next county, it brained a policeman. sr 
Good, kind — + she bends over her favilog boy, smou'™ 
mae his damp, feverish brow. and weeping motherly tears, *°*" 
whispers : F 
“Poor fellow! r fellow! I might have guessed tht, thit 
horrid little Mickie Mudpinzon would lead dag into mischicf. : 
And, in spite of his pain, Billie smiles sadly, and gasps,“ ¥-'"" 
mamma. dear, yes—but | w-w-wish—I had a birthday every U% 
aweek!” And he fainted away with pain. 


Saturday, May 13, 1898.) 


CERTAINLY NOT! 


uestion in Society is, “ Is literature declining ?” From the followi: 
The ten: @ it would appear as if the answer is “ No!" Bie pee 


“WHETHER literature's 
declining ” 
Is a question of the 
day ; 
And the question's not 
decided 
As to whether “Yea” 
or “ Nay.” 
None like to give 
opinions, 
‘Cause they don't know 
what to say, 
So we invite 
All men who write 
Their ideas to convey. 
If you want our proper 
notion 
On the subject, by the 
way, 
We think that present 
literature 
Is not on the decay. 
For how can it be declin- 


ing, 
In this the month of 
ay, 
When for a brown 
Around the town 
You buy the * Hotmpay"? 
Ss 


THE POWER OF FLATTERY. 

THeEstately, well-preserved matron looked up inquiringly from her 
correspondence asa liveried menial stood deferentially before her. 

«Well, Jeames?” she asked. 

“If you please, m'lady, there’s a young person below says she 
wishes to see you on business—come after the situation as gover- 
uvss as was advertised for, 1 think she said,” answered the man, 

ills. 

“Wer ladyship sighed wearily. All that morning she had inter- 
viewed the numerous applicants for the vacant post until her brain 
reveled, and still, still she was unsuited. The unfortunate possessor of 
two extra chuckle-headed and susceptibie sons, both fully capable of 
compromising themselves matrimonially with the first fairly-attrac- 
tive woman thrown in their way, made the selection of a suitable 
person a matter of some difficulty. And her ladyship had been 
particularly unfortunate, for never had she had so many comely 
\pplicants fora similar situation, There were governesses of all 
types of lovelines, with big blue eyes looking incapable of guile. 

Put her ladyship found some objection to them all, and it was 
witha sinking heart that she turned to the waiting footman and 
bide him show up the new arrival, who, two minutes later, was 
ushered into 
the rich apart- 
nent. 

She was not 
beautiful. The 
most gushing 
and untruth. 
ful of Society 
Inpers could 
never have 
found a com. 
plimentary 
adjective with 
which to de- 
scribe her ap- 
pearance ; the 
most — skilful 
photographer 
rould — never 


portrait) any- 
thing but dis- 
tinetly unat- 
tractive. Pram int elderly anil ugly as she was, there was yet that 
in her dress and bearing that told of complacent self-satisfaction. 

Her references were highly satisfactory, her certificates ditto, and 
her ladyship was beginning to congiatalite herself, when the lady 
mentioned the amount she expected for her services. 

Me was £80. Her ladyship was only prepared to give £60, and 
slid so. 

_ “Lam sorry, my lady, but I could not dream of taking a penny 
ieas than £80," was the firm but respectful reply. 

This was awkward, but her ladyship was equal to the occasion. 

“The fact is, Miss—Miss Oldbird,” she said, “you would suit me 
very well in most respects, but—er—I speak in contidence, mind— 
ny two sons are somewhat susceptible to beauty, and—er—you 
tuust understand, that with a lady of your decided attractions, it 
would ve too dangerous ; in fact, I would not care to risk it, unless, 
indeed, there were some special inducement—say, for instance, if 
you were to ee now, I might feel inclined to waive my 
obi-ction io your beauty, and—er—” 

The shot told. The lady blushed and simpered. 

“Well, your ladyship,” she said, titteringly, “I don’t know that 
J—sr—well, perhaps you are right; and—he, he!—I know an 
attractive dependent in my position is—er—well, an objection, and 
so—well—er—I will accept your offer.” 

N.B.—Her ladyship's chuckle-heads are still unhooked. 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.”" 
No. 93.—HERMINIA LISLE. 
WHEN the master engages 
New handsat the “ Friv..” 
Most appropriate wages 
To them he doth give. 
If small skill they're pos. 
sessed of, 
Then small is their pay ; 
If they're clever, the best 


o 
High stipends have they, 
So be sure I am weaving 
No fib when I write 
That Miss Lisle is receiving 
Ten guineas per night. 
Yet her whole weekly pay- 
ment 
Fach weck she doth dole 
To the poor, to buy raiment 
And victuals and coal! 


But no doubt, on my giving 
This statement, you'll reek 
To find out how she's living 
On nothing a week. 
\, Why, apart from her singing, 
S A wrinkle knows she 
That's each week to her 
bringing 
‘Two guineas or three, 
Countless love-letters reach 


her 
E . From dudes all around, 
And she sells “em—‘cute creature !— 

At twopence per pound, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


—— 


CrosTon, Near Preston, May 3, 1893. 
Deak ALLY,—I enjoy your paper, and your mildew'd coun- 
tenance does not require any sweetened, so, of course, no wonder 
youare great on the “ Unsweetened.” The following fact I send to 
vou, thinking it may interest some of your readers: A youth 
between sixteen and seventeen, who attends a Local Grammar 
School, had to write an essay on patriotism. First of all he asked, 
What was a patriot?” and, on an explanation being given, with 
the example—* Joan of Are,” he innocently. and in good faith, 
asked, “Who was he, and what did he do?" This lamentable 
ignorance of the meaning of the word and history is another 
proot of the liberal education some of our Grammar Schools give. 
have wepeatedly seen advertised the school the youth in question 
attends, professing to give a sound education. Trusting you may 
live to stow away barrels of “ Unsweetened,” to lessen the Income 
Tax, and wishing the * HALF 'UN” many happy returns of the day, 

—I remain, faithfully yours, “VERACITY.” 

——¢ 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 165.—HE SAVES Miss STELLA, OF STONECUTTEL STREET, 
From SUDDEN DEATH. 
HER eyes with rage were all aflame 
Her face was flushed and tlurried, 
As from “The Sloperies " she came 
And round the corner hurried. 
She pushed the newshoys here and there 
Who round “ Star Building” tarried, 
And fizzgig up the Starry stair 
Her burly form she carried. 
She rushed into a lady's bower, 
And there began to bellah 
In furions tone, with aspect sour: 
“IT think your name is Stella?” 


The lady rose, devoid of fear, 
And said, in tones engaging : 

“Correct. But wherefore comes my dear 
Dame Sloper here thus raging?” 

“You know right. well, vou treacherous snake, 
What amorous steps you've taken 

That my poor spouse has, for your sake, 
His love for me forsaken !” 

The Star-girl laughed. “Absurd! absurd! 
To such a drunken fellah 

As SLOPER, ne‘er a single word 
Has been addressed by Stella!” 


Cp to the Fabric of Renown 
Came Tootsie, sorely crying : 
“ Papa, papa, mamma has down 
Stonecutter Street gone flying!” 
Then ALLY laid the book aside 
Which he'd aloud been reading, 
And on his Dutch's track he hied, 
His heart with sorrow bleeding. 
He found his wife—he grabbed her tight, 
+ _ Just while her huge umbrella 
Was raised on high to smash the bright 
And harmless head of Stella. 


“ Rash dame, what mean these trickc so grave? 
These tantrums vile and shady ? 
Go down upon your knees and crave 
Forgiveness from this lady. 
Your grace, Miss Stella, 1 implore: 
This fiend, with great ill-breeding, 
Was doubtless listening at my door 
- While 1 ‘ Dean Swift’ was reading ; 
And when she heard each amorous word 
Penned by that amorous’fellah 
To ancient Stella, thought she heard 
Me rave of modern Stella!” 


TO BE HAD EVERYWHERE. 


Every Monday. One Halfpenny. 
“LARKS:” 


280 Insurance Coupon. 


“LARKS:” 


Crammed with Funny Pictures. 


“LARKS:” 
Full of Side-Splitting Reading. 


“LARKS:” 
Conducted by GILBERT DALZIEL. 


“<“LARKS:” 
The New Halfpenny Comic. 


GILBERT DALZIEL. 
“LARKS!" OFFICE, 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


STORY OF A BANK-NOTE. 
(Drs. Acosta and Grande Rossi have counted 19,147 microbes on two Spanish 
bank-notes.—//ospital.) 

FRoM a certain scientific print 

Sir A. B. C. received a hint 

That a dreadful heap of microbes lay 

In bank-notes hid. Sir C. B. A. 

Had ne'er that sapient paper read. 

Or heard that doleful tale of dread. 


In pocket-book of C. B. A. 

For many a week a bank-note lay. 

And oft as through the book he sought 
For other things, his hands were brought 
In contact with the note. Anon, 
Unharmed, unseathed, he passed it on; 
For, of its microbes weening not, 

No hurt he from those microbes got. 


Now CLT, A. to A. B.C. 

Had paid the note. And speedily 

The latter passed it on—but not 

Until his death-stroke he had got. 

A mighty fear of microbes came 

Upon his heart and wrecked his frame ; 
And ere a week the wretch lay dead— 
Of microbes? No, of microbe-dread ! 


Ye grucsome microbe-hunters, can ve fail 
To glean a moral from this little tale? 


PRO-DIGIOUS. 
Vrs. Buggins. How dig is Mrs. Mullin's eldest son, Tom ? 
Mr. Buggins. Hum! ha! Why, should say Mrs. Muliin’s boy's 
three feet. 
Deaf Grandmother. What's that? Mrs. Mullin’s got a boy with 
three feet?) Well I never! Some folks do get all the luck ! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


BaD Form: The one the schoolmaster stands the unruly bor on. 

THE modesty of a Boston spinster is so great, she would rather 
lie than tell the xaked truth. 

* LAUGH, and the world laughs with vou,” unless you are laugh- 
ing at your own witticiam. 

SoME men will fight at the drop of a hat. We'd feel like it if it 
was a silk, and dropped into the mud. 

MODERN democracy is a system under which people elect 
representatives tu receive orders. 


CLARA’S HEROES. 
(A RomaNceE or To-Day.) 


CHAPTER XI. 

“So it was Harry Lawlor—not Charles Steedman—who saved 
your life?” said Clara Mortimer next morning to her maid, as she 
azily reclined in her 
dressing -room, tired att Bn 
out with the previous >* 
evening's enjoyment. 

“Yes,ma’am. I wa- 
quite surprised last 
night, when I learned 
it for the first time.” 

“1 was in the con. 
servatory fur a mo- 
ment while you and 
Mr. Lawlor were ex- 
changing contidences, 
and overheard him 
explain that he was 
not Steedman, Curi- 
ous atfair, 1 wonder 
how it) has come 
about?” 

“Lam sure 1 don't 
know. But Mr. Law- 
lor doesn’t seem to 
wish it to be known 
that a mistake has 
arisen.” 

* Oh, I daresay not ; 
he is inclined to be 
indifferent to every- 
thing, and that, of 
course, goes with 
other things. It 
will be as well to 
respect his wishes 
anc say nothing 
about the rescue—at present. at all events. I would like to discover 
how the mistake has arisen.” 

“Yes, ma'am,” said Jeannie, as she left the room, while Miss 
Mortimer turned tu the Morning Dost. 


In her dressing-rvon.. 


* * ° * * * 

Miss Clara Mortimer pulled the check-string of the carriage in 
Hyde Park when she observed Mr. Charles Steedman leaning 
against the rails while London's fashion and beauty whirled past 
in an endless procession of carriages. 

“Good morning, Miss Mortimer. I trust you are well after your 
exertions as hostess last night. 1 never enjoyed mysclf better, 1 
assure you.” 

“Glad it went of so well,” said Miss Mortimer. “I> suppose 
there will be the usual number. however, who will be displeased.” 

“They must be hard to 
please, then,” said = Mr. 
Stecdman. “I thouglit 
everything — perfect, —in- 
cluding—”" 

“The hostess. Yes, 1 
know that without you 
having said it, Mr. Steed. 
man. By the way. what 
was the name of that girl 
who was rescued 80 
gallantly from burning at 
the * Friv.?” 

“Her name?) Oh! her 
name—well. really, I don't 
remember her name. I never 
bothered about the matter, 
Let me see, her grandfather, 
or something, called upon 
me the day after the acci- 
dent— Yes, I think it was 
Harris.” 

“You are an ungallant 
man not to have called 
to see the girl after meet- 
ing her in such romantic 
circumstances.” 

“Thanks. I don't  be- 
lieve in the penny novelette 
style of literature,” said 
Mr. Steedman, as he raised 
his hat, and the carriage 
drove off once more to 
join the throng of cqui- 
pages, 

“T havo given him a chance of denying the stories which have 
been circulated in regard to the incident at the ‘Friv.,’ and he has 
not taken it, muttered Clara Mortimer, “He has not told a lie, 
he has never said it was he who jumped on the stage, but he has 
never denied it. The wretch! I hate him! It is as great a lie as if 
he had told it directly. Home,” she said to the coachman, and the 
carriage whirled out through the Marble Arch and rolled through 
Bayswater. 

Miss Mortimer’s thoughts as she lolled luxuriously back in the 
carriage were not pleasant ones. She thought of the tacit encourage- 
ment she-had given Steedman during the past three weeks, and of 
the still more direct encouragement she hal given him in the first 
flush of her enthusiasm 
after hearing of his 
supposed gallantry at 
the theatre. Now the 
knowledge that _ her 
enthusiasm had been 
misplaced made her 
wrathful. She — was 
angry with Steedman, 
angry with herself, and 
angr with Harry 
Lawlor. 

“He is more to 
blame than anyone,” 
she angrily déclared. 
“Why did he allow 
Steedman to reap all 
the glory, and so mis- 
leal me? Steedman is 
a mean wretch to take 
credit for what he 
never did; — but the 
other is nearly as bid, 
Oh! men are all 
deceivers, and [ am 
resolved to die an old 
maid.” —‘ The carriage 
stopped simultaneously 
with the thought, and 
as she stepped out on 
the pavement, her in- 
ward reflections con- 
tinned: “At least, 1 : y 
will never marry—” aes i she Barta mL 

“Mr. Lawlor!" she 
exclaimed, aloud, as that gentleman bowed and raised his hat. 

© T was just leaving my card.” said Harry. 

“Come in, now that Lam at home, and have a cup of tea.” 

C10 be continucd newt week.) 


“Guvd morning, Miss Mortimer.” 
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THE “F.O.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. , RATHER DIFFICULT. | 


THE PNEUMATIC TYRE AGAIN. 
Sympathetic Yoket (wistfully regarding Windpufs 
wrecked jigyer). Break down ? 
Dejected Wheelman, Bust up. 


under a stern and xterior. ‘Traine in nis early youth to 


manipulate the pandean pipes used ina connection wich a rela- 
tive’s Punch and Judy show, be soon showed his playful proclivi- Photographer. Your photo taken? Certainly, madame, As you are? 


ties by insisting upon performing such lively effusions as the 
* Dead ‘in ‘Saul’ during the cheerful parts of the per Llterty Lady, No; a8 1 was twenty years ago. 


} formance, which speedily caused him to seek other fields wherein 


| to display his talents, He soon found his opportunity. The 
orchestra of the local theatre had long been wanting some such POTT-BOYLER’S NIGHTMARE : A WEIRD EXPERIENCE. 


CHOPS FOR TWO. 


venius to assist them by playing the triangle, and the manage- 
ment lost no time in securing his services. Here he made sucha 
market effect that the conductor of the band immediately 
resigned, und Joseph without more ado took his place. He then 
found that the Enylish nation were sadly deficient in musical 
education, and, ng the Eminent into his counsel, planned a 
reheme for the regeneration of musical art in England, ALLY 
suggested a tour in the provinces, with lectures under this head- 
nd hinted that he and Iky Mo should work the show andl 
f e the finances, This proposal, however, was not viewed in 

«light it should have been, whereupon the Mildewed Soaker 
withdrew his support. Probably on account of this, our hero 
wos shortly after knighted, and chiefly because he is an admir- 
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© Tue hero of this week's * Port-ait Gallery {lustration is a bit 
of a comical card in vay, althouch he seeks to hide the fact 
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anle conduetor, he was created F.O.S. and the ‘Sloper Award of 
Debrett Lmproved. 


| | 
Merit’ presented to him April 18, 1593.” 


) “Jlave some of this encese, Jones?" “No thanks, dear boy, It 
( reminds me too much of the catacombs.” | 


don't you forget it !—(5) Step out. young fellow! I'm on your track! I wish ! 
was a blooming flail, I'd dust your jacket to-night, and no kid !—— (6) Now, nv 
bit, and no gammou about it! And learn to 
TU let you 


(1) Mr. Edison Pott-Bouler, Now to try my new Frankstein folding-up sketch- 


There's moucy in it if it works all right, you bet.-—(2) Now then, stand 
fireworks of you !-—(3) The Eas-l. lad, you can stay there and cvol yerself a 
keep a civil tongue in your head to talk to your betters with in future! 


know what's what if you try your little prauks on ine, confound you ! 


ing-casel. 
steady, you spider-legued monstrosity ! Til make 
What? You wi/?, will you? TN blarm soon sce about that! Spider-lezgel_ mon- 
Who are you ?——(4) TU teach you manners freeof charge, ant 
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etrosity yourself! 


‘ 


CONSIDERATE. 


FRAGRANT GIRLS SLOPER'S KISSED. 


——= 


make such a Chicago Exhibition of yourself, you'll have to go 
out alone. [Such a row, 


' 2 
' a : 
| ‘ Hushand, Get ont with you? Great Washington! If you must 


es 


eI 
‘ 
| 
“savy. cant'y; 1 take a light f ANE u? \ “We've come to wish son many happy returpe fal , 
® Now then, James, don't zo liclping the oyster sauce with the Sas ADM: et SER EC 8 URNS EEO a UE based ' r. | day, grau’pa; and ma says if you give 1s each a hall 
j | pineapple. We ain't accustomed to such high living bere.” Iv give my pipe a davour.” No. 61.—Rebecca, we must not lose it.’ a joer 
j E . Louden: li inted by DALZIEL BRUTUELS, at their Camlen Ireer, High Ptrect, S.A, and Vabliched by the Propr.etor, GILBERT DALZIEI, at * The Sloperics,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C.—Saturday, May 13, 1893. : 
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